
The T rage die of 

OK if you rayfc this houfe againft his houfe. 

It will the wofulleft diuifion proue, 

That eitcr fell vpon this curfed earth : 

Preuent it, refill it, and let it not be fo. 

Lead child, childes children crie againft you woe. 

North. Well haue you argued fir,and for your paynes, 
OfCapitall treafon,we arreft you here : 

My Lord of Weftminfter,be it your charge. 

To keepe him fafely till his day of triall. 

May it pleafe you Lords,to graunt the common fuite. 
Fetch hither Richard^ that in common view 
He may Surrender, fo we fhall proceed without fufpition. 
Torke. I will be his conduft. 

'Bull. Lords,you thatare heere,are vndcr out areft, 
Procure your Sureties for your dayes of anfvvcre j 
Litle are we beholding to your loue. 

And litle looke for at your helping hands. 

Enter king Richard. 

'Rich. Alacke why am I fent for to a King, 

Before I haue fhooke off the regall thoughts 
Wherewith I raignd •, I hardly vet haue learnt _■ 

To infinuate, flatter, bow , and bend my hmbes? 

Giue Sorrow leaue a while to tutor me to this fubmilsion: 

Yet I well remember the fauours of thefe men, 

Were they not mine? did they not fometimes cry aUhayle 
To me? fo ludru did to Chrifts but he in twelue, 

Found trueth in all but one*, I in twelue thoufand none : 
God faue the King, will no man fay Amen: 

Am I both Prieft and Clarke ; well then, Amen, 

God faue the King, although I be not hce, 

And yet Amen,if heauen do think e himmec : 

To doe what feruice am I fent for hither? 

Torke. To doe that office of thine owne good VWl> 
Which tired maieftie did make thee offer j 
The refignation of thy State and Crowne 
To Harry Ruthnqbrooke. 

Rich. Seafc the Crowne. i ;i 1 


King Richard the Second 

Heerc Coofm,on this fide my hand, and on that fide yours: 
Now is this golden Crowne like adeepe Well, 

That owes two*Buckets filling one an othci, 

The emptier euer dauncing in the ayre, 

The other downc vnfeene,and full ofWater : 

That Bucket downe,and full of tearcs,am I, 

Drinking ray gricfc,whilff you mount vp on high. 

'Bull. I thought you had been willing to refigne? 

Rich. My Crowne I am, but ftill my Griefes arc mine: 
You may my Glories and my State depofe, 

But not my Griefes, ftill am I King of thofe. 

But. Part of your Cares you giue me with your Crowne. 

Rich. Your cares fet vp, do not plucke my cares downer 
My care is Ioffe of care, by old care don'. 

Your care is gainc of care by new' care won: 

The cares I giue, I haue, though giuen away, 

They tend the Crowne, yet ftill with me they ftay. 

Tull. Are you contented to refigne the Cro wne? 

R^ch. I, no no for,I mu ft nothing bee. 

Therefore no no, for I refigne to thee. 

Now marke me how I will vndoe my felfe: 

Igiuethishcauie waightfromoffmy licad, 

And this vnwcildie Scepter from my hand. 

The pride of kingly fway from out my heart : 

W ith mine owne teares I walli away my balme, 

With mine owne hands I giue away my Crowne, 

With mine owne tongue deny my facred ftate. 

With mine owne breath releafe all duties rites, 

All pompe and maieftie I do forfwearc, 

My Manners, Rentes, Reuencwes I forgoe. 

My Aftes, Decrees, and Statutes I denie: • • ’’ 

God pardon all Oathes that are broke to me, 

God keepe all Vowes vnbroke that fwearc to thee: 

Make me that nothing haue, with nothing grieud, 

And thou with all pleafd,that haft all atchieud : ‘ 

Long mayft tliou liue ift Richards feat to fit, 

And foone lie Richard in an earthv-pit^ 

Hi Goff 




